
TEN ALL-COLOR SUPER-SPECIAL STORIES BY RICH CORBEN! 

comoc 


international- 




















HP* 




international 


conTenTSiu u LY M i974 

































r \T SURPASSES ^ 
/ALL MY EXPECTATIONS 
FOR SHEER DEMONICAL 
^STRANGENESS. ^ 


JUST THINK,SAND^ 
WE'RE TREADING THESE 
STEPS WHERE NO ONE HAS 
WALKED FOR CENTURIES. 


S SO BIG 
AUDSPOOKy 
IN HERE/ a 


...EXPLORERS SEEKING GLORY, FORTUNE/ 
WHAT THEY'LL FINPi NOT IN THE... 


STORY AND ART: RICHARD CORBEN 





WtUE SE BLASPHEMOUS YANKEES 

r MEAN TO DEFILE KHARTUM'S 
SACRED TOMB! THEY'LL PLUNDER. 
THE RELIGIOUS TREASURES FORTHEfR 
OWN SELFISH PROFIT! THISSACRI- 
k L\smsFARCE WILL BE A COMMER- ^ 
CIAL SUCCESS FOR THEM/ ^ 


SILENCE. WORM A! 

WE'LL ABORT THIS 
MISSION OR MY NAME 


WE DO, MASTER? ^ 

THEY happened 
UPON THE HOLY CAVE 
DESPITEOUR EFFORTS 
TO MISLEAD J 


STOP SITTING THERE, SNOOFER/ 


i WRITTEN: " THE FATE OF T, 

* THE ANCIENT GODS. WILL 

AND VIOLENT DEATH! 


BONES/ 


^ OUR DUTY IS CLEAR! T 
IF THEY FIND KHARTUKA'S 
SHELL, WE MUST INVOKE 
THE DUST LADEN CURSE 
of THE AVENGER! > 


: SILENT. WE ’ 


FIND THEM BONES OR I'lL 

BLOW YOUR HEAD OFF/ 


^ YA GOTTA 
KNOW HOW TO TALK 
TO THESE SPECIALIZED 
HIGH-STRUNG PURE 
^ BREDS/ 



























> HURRY/. 

THE TREASURES 
. AWAIT US/> 


Bright/ t 
'the legend 

SAID GOLD, 
SILVER, 
PRECIOUS 
STONES... 
I'M SURE j 


BUT WHERE IS THE 
-TREASURE? IT'S SO 
BARE IN HERE, YOU'D 
THINK THIS MUMMY 

died a pauper.' 


^snoofer did it! 

IT'S THE SARCOPHAGUS 
...ANDTHE/MifrH/Wy , 
.OF KHARTUKA! > 


THE TREASURE 


^^AIT FOR ^ 
r/viE!lT SSPOOKY] 
^ INHERE/ 


MUST BE BACK INTHIS 
OTHER BUILDING. a 


/ GOCT\ 

rT hopeso; 

THE THOUGHT 
OF COMING 


WAY WITH 
NO 

N GOLD... . 


^KHARTUKA , 
MUST BE JUST 


















U/OPMA, WAKE 
INFIDELS ARERETURNh 
IN©; HELP ME REMOVE 

HHAPTUHA-- > 


SHOT ' 


X0/-FILLED ADVENTURERS, THEIR ARMS FILLED WITH PRECIOUS TPEPSUPe MARCH BACK 


^FOUNDVnk RICHES THE/SO LECHER OUSLYSOUS HT. 


THR OUGH THE CAVERNOUS’TOMB- THEY I 


^ VEAH.' I ^ 
BET THE/'LL 
EVEN PUT OUR 
PICTURES IN 
THE MUSEUM 
QUARTERLY. 


~ I'LL HAVE A 
SEPARATE WARDROBE 
FOR EVERY DAY OF THE 
YEAR AND FIFTY.-MAYBE 
SIXTY FUR COATS. . 


#H MEH HEW/ 

WE'LL BE RICH. X'L 
BUY a COUPLE 
MANSIONS AMD 
YACHTS. - -a 


HOLD 












^THE MYSTIC SECRET OF } 

THE ANCIENTS WORKED/ 

, HE'S SOINS NOW I!KILL, 
KHARTUKA! 


THAT HAT /WAKES 
YOU LOOK LIKE A 
REAL EGYPTIAN 
—^PRINCESS 


DOES THAT /WEAN 
I'LL be a mummy 
.SOME DAY, TOO? 


SNOOPER! 


mmm Hev y JUST ■ ■ 

»w 1 K 

s hardcff A H 

r.-AND WORMA?^ 1 
...AND THAT DOS, 1 I 
iSNOOFER?«S?£, 1 I 

\^sv0Ofiee/ JI 



Ml 



* 1 1 




























LCfCANKLOXZ 


YES , FRIGHT FREAKS, WE'RE ENCOUNTERING 
ANOTHER FOREST F/ENP.' BUT THERE IS A 
PIFFERENCE THIS TIME. THIS TREMBLING 
TRAVELER IS AN ENTERPRISING OLP COOT 
WITH A PLAN TO AIP THE MEEK FOLKS OF; 
THIS PLAGUEP LANP... ANP HIMSELF. 1 


STORY, ART: RICHARD CORBEN 


















r...EH? LAWRENCE LAMEBRAIN 

’ IS MORE SUITED TO YOU/ YOU'RE 
A FOOL / YOU'VE COME A, LONG 
WAY ON A PERILOUS JOURNEY 
k FOR NOTHING... IN FACT, YOU’RE 
& VERY LUCKY TO HAVE MADE IT 
Ik TO THE SANCTUARY OF A 
■k THESE STONE xl 
WALLS. 


f BARON TALBOT, I'AA ^ 

LAWRENCE CARDIFF AND 
I'VE COME MANY MILES WITH 
l YOUR COMMUNITY'S MOST 
URGENT DESIRE/ 


^YES.' I KNOW A CREATURE OF 

SUPERNATURAL HORRORS ROAMS 
THESE WOODS ON NIGHTS OF A 
THE FULL MOON. IT IS A V 

\ WEREWOLF.' 

' “ EVEN A MAN WHO'S 
PURE OF HEART, 

AND SAYS HIS PRAYERS « 
BY NIGHT... , M 

/MAY BECOME A WOLF.' Lj 

when the wolfbane Jfc 

, BLOOMS AND THE AUTUMN^Bi 
X. MOON IS BRIGHT/ 


HOW IS IT THAT YOU KNOW SO 
MUCH ABOUT THE EVIL BY„ 
vWHICH WE ARE CURSED?, 


/I AM A SCIENTIST AND HAVE x 
MADE A STUDY OF LYCANTHROPHY. 

MY RESEARCHES HAVE SHOWN ME 
A CURE FOR YOUR/MALADYTHAT 
V IS NEARLY ALWAYS EFFECTIVE. ^ 


^ ...YOU'RS FOR ONLY 
T'l WW EASY 

K ' V terms, ioo% 
FMK'm... > down. ^ 


/ THROW HIM 
\BACK OUTSIDE.' 


I THOUGHT YOU'D 
F BE RECEPTIVE. THROUGH \ 

/ LABORIUS SELECTIVE BREEDING \ 
SURGICAL AND GENETIC MANIPULATION 
AND SUPERNATURAL INVOCATIONS,I / 
VHAVE DEVELOPED a strain of / 

V^REPATORIHIIT IS ATTRACTED / 

\only to weRPNoivj^/ 


'IT'LL WORK I TELL VOLl/l HE 1 
WEREWOLF WILL ITCH TO 
DEATH FROM MV FLEAS' / 
X.DEADLY BITES. 


















































































































































STORY: STEVE SKEATES / ART: RICH CORBEN 






















NOT ONLy ESCAPE FROM BEAUTY 
, BUT ESCAPE FROM THE SELF AS 
APE FROM THE OUTS/PE LUCtEN.,. 


: CAN FEEL IT 
WOBKtMG.. 


YET HIS FREE POM MEANT 
THAT THIS CFEATMBE WHICH 
HAP ONCE BEEN THE POG 
WAS FREE AS WELL... 


GREAT ESI 










ABOUT HIMSELF AT A WORLD TO 8E BXPiOKBP... 

p* 


if"- ANP, AT ONCE, THE EXPLORATION BEGINS.,. 
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■rap! 

y jJP&l 
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I SAVE? A ^ 
PERSON/ SOME- 
ONE WHO WOULP 
^ KNOW! 1,„ I * 


PUN/SHMEMT., 


Y YOU CAM 
JUST STAY 
POm THERE 


IT'S HIM) 


Wi've tAK eln 

r A VIPER TO MY 
: i 

k A HORR/O a 

kJcHit o?\A 


[GOTTA i 

Lthe R 








y HARD TO PLAY THIS^B 
" S7ttA/fiWT RAINY NIGHtI 
SPOOKY HOUSE, ANP ME... 
THE TRAVELING SALESMAN 
WITH A FLAT TIRE. GUESS 
L IT'S CUSTOMARY FOR 
X ME TO WONOER IF i 
ttSv ANYONE'S HOME.. . A 


ES ONE FOR AU. YOU STOIC POETS...ITS L Of 
A FINE SLIME RHYME, A GHOST HOST WITH 
E.R WHO GOES GASHIN' WITH A PASSION, 
ALL THE CREEPY JOYS OF... 


t>ES IT WAS ALL THERE... ALL THE 
INGREDIENTS TO RAISE A HAIR THE 
DARK FORBOPING HOUSE TOPPING 

hr 's? s «r- v & E 5is H6 «3 , a s T 

TREAD UPON THE CREAKING STAIR. 



RAININ' WHSewuourav., 
HE ONLY WANTS TO STAY ONE 
NIGHT- PUT YOURSELF IN i 
HIS PLACE. -Xj 

— COME ON IN. 

MR. GRAY- OON'T ANNO 
WIFE.SHE'S Justa u-ttle 

SUSPICIOUS*.-PON T BLAME 

ER EITHER- CANT TRUST A 
AN'/BODY NOWAPAYS^^ 


GUESS Turn SCI 

THE QUESTION- SOAAEONE 

definitely /S home. now 
are they frienply ? - 


ARE THEY FRIENPLY ? 

Wmm AMO CAO THEYHA/^ 


you WANNA BEER? IT'S 
- COtP... — 


/Tve GOT A hunchtM 
IT'S AAORE THAN . \ 

VKERESUSPICIOM I 

‘that's bothering ■ 

THE LITTLE LADY J 

here, wonder if _ 

THEY'VE GOT ANYTHING 
LV TO HIPB- 


Ojt before THE STRAHDEP man may learn 

THE ANSWERS HE POES SEEK, 

HE MUST FIRST LISTEN TO THE POORS 
OMINOUSLY SLOW AND WHINING CREAK... 
ANP FACE TWO PEOPLE WITH EXPRESSIONS 
OF SUSPICION,WHILE HE ENTREATINGLY 
EXPLAINS HIS VULNERABLE 
CONPITION.. 


41 FLASH OF 
MOMENTARY PENIAL, 
ANP HE PREPARES 
A RUEFUL SMILE... BU 
HIS APPREHENSIONS 
SUBSIDE ANP ARE 
RAPIDLY BANISHED, 
WHEN IT APPEARS 
THAT ALL OPPOSITION 
WILL SOON HAVE 
VANISHED... 


A FAR SOFT TAP.. 
SOMEWHERE CLOSE 
A POG DOES GROWL, 
ANP THE WIND IN THE 
PISTANCE BEGINS TO 








fi 1 HE MAN CALLEP GRAY FOLLOWS HIS SOLICITOUS HOST GRATEFULLY, 
EVEN AS THE UNWILLING HOSTESS GLARES AFTER HIM HATEFULlV... 



WHE ROOM IS DUSTY ANP CHOKED WITH FROTHY COBWEBS, 

AND GRAY'S FEELING OF ELATION AND RELIEF SLOWLY EBBS... 
HARD IT IS TO IMAGINE A ROOM EERIER, 

FOR IT PERFECTLY MATCHES THE HOUSE'S GRIM EXTERIOR... 
















«J?HE PERVADING SHADOWS 
MYSTERY, EMBRACE A ST/i 
BORGIA, LUCRETIA INFAMO 


ZjND THE MIDNIGHT-MUTED HUSH 
OF THESE SINISTER FEET TAPP IMS, 
GOES UNNOTICED BY THE MAN - 
NOW WRAPPED IN WEARY NAPPIN 


\ID ONLY THE QUIETLY SMUG KNOWLEDGE OF THE LURKING NIGHT, 
privileged to the significantly silent sight... 

A MURDEROUSLY GLINTING WEAPON RAISED TO ITS FULLY LETHAL HEIGHT. 


Ohe CLANDESTINE MOTIVE of this nightshade form, , __ 

IS PESTINED TO ERUPT WITH THE BRUTAL FURY OP A SUDDEN STORM. 
AND, WITH A LUDICROUS SLEEP-MIREO STAB OF HAND TO EYES AND I 
THE MAN CALLED GRAY EMERGES FROM HIS FITFUL DOZE... 





WITH HORROR PLAYING UPON HlS 

SOUL ITS QPCruiHintM/r Mo/:e.i n/r^.R 


cA. W I'L^TlNfe UKUIN Hlb 

SOUL ITS RESOUNDING DlRGe-MKESONS 
GRAY FRANTICALLY LEARS FROM HIS 
BED TO FIND THP aaidmi/^ljt nci 


Vhe CHILL fingers 

APDBPIHCkIciOlT w^Tr-. 


^IKNOW r SAW SOMEONE '*9 
IN HERE-AND IT HAD TO BE \ 

fn"SR TBfvra HW1UPAL , 
LUNATICS...OR THEY'VE REALLY A 
GOT SOMETHING to HIDE 


Sv ...ANDWHAT IF HE ISA COP, OR A 

r PRIVATE DICK? the WHOLE DEAL 
FACT THAT 

WE'RE SO /SOL A7EP OUT HERE.,.THAT 
l NO ONEb EVEN CONE BY WE'VE 


A FIREARMS LICENSE, ne 
KNOW WHAT A TRAVELING 
^SALESMAN'LL RUN INTO. 


DON'T BE SO PARANOID, FOR 
CHRISSAKE ! HE'S JUST A 
lousy SALESMAN/ 



#0, TOWARD THE SOUND OF VOICES RAISE [ 
IN ARGUMENT MOST SHRILL, 

De SCEND£ THE STAIRS, CAREFUL 
TO BE MOST STILL... 





















£> HE ARGUMENT SIZZLES WITH PEPRECATING WORPS ANP TOf 
AMP RAPIPLV DISSOLVING A FORMER RELATIONSHIP ONCE 


.BECOMING MORE SEVERE. 


7HAT TAKES THE PRIZE. 
< ACCUSING ME OF CREEPING 
UP ON YOU IN 'iOOR SLEEP.. 
WHEN yOU‘RE THE ONE WHO'S 

crept up on me with youR 
HIGH HEELS TAPPING, 


ME LEAVE YOU ALONE ?/ WHAT ' 
ABOUT THE WAY YOU CREEP UPOI 
ME WHILE I'M SLEEPING T THAT'S 
RIGHT... I'M WISE TO YOU...YOU 
WANT TO GET RIP OF/Mg'TOO, 
YOU STINKIN'BLUEBEARD / BUT 
YOU'RE TOO SPINELESS TO 
ACTUALLY OO IT ' YOU NEVER i 
WOULD'VE BEEN ABLE TO A 
DISPOSE OF YOUR WIFE^vX 
S. WITHOUT ME... 


HIGH HttLS IMrKINO, 

TAPPING.. PRIVING ME > 
/MAO/tRYING TO CAMOUFLAGE 
YOUR GUILT BEHIND COUNTER-j 
ACCUSATIONS WON'T WORK. / 
MONA / I WAS SETTER / 
^ OFF WITH MY 
WIFE/ 


N AS GRAY RECOILS FROM THE CRIMINAL REVELATIONS IN MORTAL PR6AP, 
THOUGHTS IN HIS HEAP ANP THE IMPLICATIONS THEREOF SO SWIFTLY SPREAP., 


















#HE ONE CALLED HARRY HAS CLEARLY HAD QUITE ENOUGH, 

AND HIS NEW PARTNERS LIFE HE PROCEEDS WITH CANDLESTICK TO SNUFF... 
AND THIS SCENE OF FRENZIED VIOLENCE GRAY IS HELD TO EXPOSURE ... 

HE QUICKLY BLANCHES, HELPLESSLY LOSING HIS COMPOSURE... 



•UT SEIZINS GRAY ARE THOUGHTS OF LIMITLESS GREED 

AN D UPON THIS INTANGIBLE COM MODITY HIS RETURNING COURAGE IS ABLE TO FEED- 


f ALL RIGHT, HOLD IT RIGHT 
THERE, HARRY / YOU'VE JUST 
SAVED THE TAXPAYERS THE 
COST OF OHE TRIAL... AND 
ENSURED YOURSELF OF A 
BEING TRIED FOR TWO 

. murders... 


' WHA. - ? YOU SAW IT ? BUT 
IT WAS SELF-PEfEMSE! SHE 
CAME TO MY BED LAST NIGHT. 
WITH A MEAT CLEAVER / SHE 
WAS TRYING TOA7ZZ ME/AND 
BESIDES,SWES THE ONE WHO 
ACTUALLY KILLED MY WIFE.' 

L DIDN'T/ I Won’t GO . 
TO PRISON— ^ 


• ERSERK.THE MAN CHARGES STRAIGHT 
INTO FLASH AND EXPLOSION... 

AND HIS LIFE SEEPS AWAY UNDERGOES 
FINAL AND IRREVOCABLE EROSION... 


















M HP GRAY CLUTCHES AT HIS 
THROAT, EXPERIENCING THE 
RESIDUE OF MONA'S HATE... 

A GLASS OF BEER FOR HARRY 
DRUGGED WITH POISON'S 
SWIFT TAINT... 


0 LIT FOR PHONE CALLS IT IS TOO 
LATE AND AS GRAY FEELS HIS 
UFE ESSENCE BEGIN TO FADE 
AND SLOWLY SAP...THERE 
COMES A SOUND TO CHIU 
HIS DYING SOUL, THE 
PORTENTOUS SOUND OF 
A SOFT TAR- 



0NP THE DYIN6 GRAY REALIZES THAT NO MATTER HOW WELL THE DEATH OF THE BODY IS 
PLOYED,..THE SPIRIT OF THE OLD HOUSE'S RIGHTFUL MISTRESS CANNOT BE DESTROYED^ 





















































































WT YOU CALL MY SOM CRAZY-' 

■ THAT’S ALL! HE'LL SET BETTER., 
WR. PERFECT-FATHER, HE'LL 
SHOW YOU..' 















































































-[YECCH!]' 

WEAR IT AT 

YOUK OWN RISK 


ZOMBIE MASK 




























r paramountImportamce 
...WINNING! 


THOUGHTS_ 














THE NATIONS OF THE WORLP HAVE UN/TEl 
A COMMON CAUSE OF BUILPING THE VEI 
FIRST COBALT BOMB! THE AMERICAN 
ASTRONAUT ACTING LIKE A PROVER0IAI 
TROTAN HORSE WILL DETONATE THE 
DOOMSDAY WEAPON WHEN THE 
INVAPER5 COME WITHIN RANGE/ 


HvN^5oW^!^WCALSCENE//Wrwr^ 

AGAIN FIREP TEAR GAS AT MOBS 
PROTESTING before the WHITE HOUSE/ 

1 THE DEMONSTRATORS CLAIMEP 
WASHINGTON IS NOT FUNPING SUFFICIANT 
L MEDICAL AID TO THE POOR ! 























































KNOW 


U NEVER 
THERE 




uHILP. I WANTEP A 50 
LIKE JERR/'Sw/BUT 
YOU CREATE# ME/ 
L IT'S NOT R/6RT 
Pv ELLIE,„SOB,„' 


BELOVEP Wi* 


^^TSNOT EA/E7* 
r ELL IE/ IT'S NOT 
FAIR THAT /PU PIEP 


.y JEROME LIEPERMAN ANP tf/S SON WERE $> 
:RE TP SHARE miR PAPPV'S SORROW/600V P/ 
JERRy, PAPPY'S BEST FRIENP,,, ANP HIS L N 


BARTON, 


Y 'OU'VE GOT TO FOR- 

i eerELUE,,, forget -we 


e a 

BR/Cl/ANT SCIENTIST nJ 
IARTPN, WITH A PROM/SfMG' 
ITU RE/ LOSE /OURSELF IN 
UR WORK,,, TRY TO FORGET . 
LLIE/ yPU CAN LIVE Rf/VT 

FOR AWHILE/^Jfl 


THAT WAS WHERE IT STAATE0, 
CHILP. THAT WAS THE MOMENT OF 
/PUR UNEARTHLY CONCERT/ON. 
THAT VERY SAME NIGHT YOUR 
FATHER PUT YOU TOGETHER FROM 
PIECES OF BIOLOGICAL EXPERIMENTS. 
RACE ROTTEN IN HIS LONG UNUSEO 
LABORATORY ON BLUECHERRY HILL 
MANSION/ 


J^^ISHALL HAVE A^y 
^SON WHO WILL NEVER GRCW^ 
7 OCPER.,, NEVER BECOME N 
[MATURE/ ALWAYS >n ALWAYS 

Lwill he worship his . 


— ANP I WILL BE “ 
W FROU# TO BE THE 
7 FATHER OF A BO Y WITH 1 
MUSCLES OF A BOLL, 


I'M SO/NG^x 
AtYE A SON, 
.LIE/ I'M GOING 



















YOU SAW HIM,,,YOUR. PAPPY. YOU 

stretched your loving arms to 

EMBRACE HIM. YOU ADVAA/CEO. 
BUT YOU DIDN'T COMPREHEND THE 
LOOK OF RORRDR WHICH SLOWLY 
OROPPEO IT'S SHAPDW ACROSS 
HIS FACE. 


CFRTA/fVL Y DADD/ LOVED HIS BO/ 
HE CREATED HIM, DIDN'T HE? 
PADD/'S JUST PLAYING HIDE AND 
SEEK. HAPPILY YOU LUMBERED 
OFF AFTER DADD/ AND FDl/AYP 
HIM/ DA PD/ WASN'T VER/ GOOD 
AT H/P/AT6. 


W BACK/ 

DAMN VOU 


COKFOS/ON. DADD/ RAN 
FROM YOU. DIDN’T PAPDy 
UKE YOU? DIDN'T PAPPY 
LOVE HIS BO/? 


P THERE/^® 

r CHILD. DON'T 1 
CRV. PLEASE 
DON'T CRY. DAD'S l 







I ANP THAT WAS THE LAST TIME 
PAPPY EVER MAPE YOU UNHAPPY, 
WASN'T IT CHILI?? THE FOLLOWINGA 
YEARS WERE FULL OF LOVE. YOU S 
PIPN'T CANE ABOUT THE WORLP “ 
EYONJP YOUR FATHER'S LONELY 
OUSE,,, /r ANP OAPPY WERE 
^ ALL YOU PES/NEO. 


BAR P PAPPY TALKING TO SOf 
? POWN TO SEE THEM. THE) 
4P AOBBEPS WITH PAPPY. 




YOU'RE A RECLUSE. 
YOU PON'T SO TO 
BANKS. WHERE PO 
L YOU STASH YOUR , 
k MPW£y?^ 






































































Prologue: 

&ALEM mt... IN THE WARM 
GLOW OF THE FIRELIGHT THIRTEEN LITHE 
BODIES PANGED ACROSS THE MOONLESS NE 

sfssKSfcBrs 

ANP THE GROUND THEY TROD WAS 
PROFANED 8Y THE PUISSANCE 
OF WITCHCRAFT. T > ■ 


RARYN HAIRING, HER SOFT EYES DISGUISING 
FERVID PASSIONS .. 


.™ WITHIN, DANCED IN 

FRENZIED, EROTIC ABANDON... AS THOUGH THE 
FURIOUS MOTION WOULD SOMEHOW 
— DRIVE THE HATRED AND BITTERNESS 
FROM HER BODy... 


OH .HOUANO ^ 
Y HAVE YOU FORCEP 
INTO THIS? I COULD 
*VE BEEN SO GOOD 

to you/ 


ts^GOOV EVENING/^ 
r MR. WINGATE / ON A ^ 
NIGHT LIKE THIS, YOU ] 
SHOULD BE PANCtNG, A 
. NOT TALKING. IT'S A 
SO WILP, SO ^ 
SENSUAL... 
■i'T-' I WOULD YOU LIKE 
V A TOUO//V.ME? 


r surely r could 
OFFER you MORE., 
MUCH MORE... 


T ’WKHOLLANPtL 

r WINGATE THINKS ’ 
HE'S QUITE A LADIES'' 
MAN/ BUT SO FAR, 
HE HASN'T SO , 
MUCH AS CAST A A 


NOT NOW, MISS Y 
at the moment I 

AM MOST PLEASANTLY, 
ENGAGED IN THIS i 
YOUNG LADY'S 
AJ COMPANY/ 






CJHE DRUMS CEASED AND THE DANCING, 
’'WAS ARRESTED. SILENTLY, THE COVEN 
gathered AROUND THE ANCIENT 
STONE ALTAR, EACH WITH THEIR OWN 
PARK THOUGHTS ... 


WT you made 
r OF ME BEFORE THE 
WHOLE VILLAGE, HOLLANP 
VWINGATEJOK that,you 
WILL SUPPER / ^ 


...THY SERVANT 
rHE S/PHE, TO AID 
.US IN HOMAGE 


: CHANTING 


I RATION AS 







: DESCRIBE THE PAIN THAT TORE AT A\V 
PASSED THROUSH ETHEREAL SAhR/BRS 
WORLP OF THE LIVING... A WORLD 
<ICH I HAD ONCE SEEN A PART J 


THESUN-GOP AND PANTHA are harp acts to follow. 1 
BLIT THIS LITTLE TALE OF A WITCH AND HER PET PEMOE 
OUGHT TO BE OUST THE CHANGE OF PACE YOU NEED TO OL/ENCH 
YOUR THIRST FOR THE MACAHRF ' 


HER COMMANDS ECHOED IN AY MINP, FA/AIL 
OF HATRED. ..ONES I MIGHT HAVE USED, 
CENTURIES AGO. BUT THEN THERE CAME i 
VOICES... ANGRY VOICES... AND ANOTHER K1I 


AS I commahpep! 1 

THEN LISTEN... THERE 
ARE TWO IN THE VILLAGE 
WHO HAVE WRON6EP 
ME...X WANT THEM , 
„ PUHISHEP! A 


m 







MAMED HOLLAND WINGATE.' 


AMD VET A COMMAMD HAD BEEN 
GIVEN/ X TURNED toward those 
PITIFUL MORTALS, AND... 
















8x A VILLAGE THIS SIZE, IT DIDN'T TAKE LONG FOR ME TO FIND THE ONES X 
SOUGHT. WE CHANCED TO MEET IN THE VILLAGE SQUARE, AND X INTRODUCED 
MVSELF AS NATHAN BROWNE. 



s' SO YOU'RE^ 
NEW[0 OUR 
VILLAGE, MR. 

^BROWNE? 


NATHAN I'D LIKE YOU 
TO MEET MY FIANCEE, 
SHELLY ALLAN. 


V I'M HOT QUITE CERTAIN. 

Ai/SS ALLAN. YOU SEE , 
x remember nothing 

k ABOUT MY PAST 

life. . 


'HOW VERY OOP J 

OR WE'LL BE 
LATE FOR, 

) CHURCH J . 


YES, QUITE 
: TRUST WE'LL 
■E YOU BEFORE 
LONG, MR. „ 

. BROWNE?# 


vVHERE DO 
YOU COME FROM, 

NR. BROWNE? 


HOLLAND WINGATE DID NOT REALIZE HOW PROPHETIC 

those parting words had been/that night, x 

FOLLOWED HIM THROUGH THE TENEBROUS BACK ROADS OF 
THE VILLAGE AS HE WALKED HOME, UNSUSPECTING. . 


SOMETHING INSIDE ME 
PITIED HIM. I DIDN'T KNOW 
WHAT EVIL HE HAD DONE 
THAT X MUST SLAY HIM, AND 
SOMEHOW X SENSED THAT 
HE DESERVED BETTER 
THAN THIS... 


THERE WAS A TIME WHEN 
X MIGHT HAVE HAD THE 
WILL TO RESIST... TO 
CHOOSE between 
GOOP AND EVIL... 



BUT THAT TIME HAS THERE IS NO THERE IS ONLY 

LONG PASSED... LONGER CHOICE... OBEDIENCE! 

























EN WE REACHEP HER 
ME. I TOOK HER IN 

ARMS. So HARM 
SO TRUST/f'* ~ 
RECALLED/ 





























r OH, NATHAN 

IF ONLY YOU KNEW 
HOW MUCH I HATE 
^ TO DO THIS. 


WHERE EVER'IT A 
. EXISTS... 

site- my FATHER% 
W THE MINISTER} 
■ you KIUEO THE 

1 NIGHT HE CON- 
^FRONTED THE i 

I HITCHES.'A 


VSIPHE COULD HAVE' 
KILLED MY FATHER 
AND HOLLAND SO 
HORRIBLY... THEN 
YOUR SUDDEN 

appearance in the 
village, it was 

. TOO MUCH OF A .4 

COINCIPENCE/ * 


r i'« SORRYi 
NATHAN,TRULY 
.SORRY.' A 


...AND THE^^B 

BLOOPSTAINSy 

ON YOUR JACKET] 

...THEN I KNEWl 
NTT WAS TRUEiA 


^^H AT WAS A 8R/6H7 “ 
r IDEA SHELLY HAD FOR, 
GETTING RID OF NATHAN.' 
k GUESS SHE COULDN'T 

“ H H© S/^VEUfI..°«^ 
POOR NATHAN'S )|gM 
•^HEATER up ove^JH 


BORN OF FIRE, 
r PIE BY FIRE... ONLY 
FLAME CAN SEND YOU 
. BACK FROM WHERE 
k. YOU CAME... ^ 






































In iBSo, henry discovered the cube in a pawnshop! Back home, henry learns even more aboutthe cube.. . 































































r LEFT ON YOUR PLANET 
AS A TEST OF YOUR RACE. 

I BROADCAST AND 
Amplify the. ego OF 
EACH PLAYER... SO THAT 
THEY BECOME PART OF 
. EVERY PERSON IN 
^ THE WORLD/ 


YOU ^ 
JT CANNOT BE 

' blamed for your 

SHORTCOMINGS AS A 
MAH... FOR THE 
SHORTCOMING KNOWN 


MAN... AND THERE 
ARE SO MANY OTHER 
THINGS I COULD 
HAVE CONCENTRATED 
ON.' CURING 
D/SEASE... 

, HALT/HG WARS... 
L SAVING A 

IK uves... A 


T YOU ARE ^ 
GREEDY... BUT SO 1 
ARE ALL MEN. YOU 
ARE NOT RESPON- i 
L SIBLE FOR THAT/ A 


YES... A CHILD 
W IS AT PEACE WITH 1 
f HIMSELF... WITH OTHERS / 
A CHILD COULD HAVE 
MADE THIS WORLD A PARA" 
DtSE THROUGH ME/ YOU 
^ HAVE MADE IT A 
LIVING HELL/ 


LEARNED TOO LATE. 
THAT RICHES ... 
WEALTH MEAN . 

hoth/ng/ 

BUT AN EV/L 
DESTROYED IT 

completely/ 














tonight ^ 


...AND THAT 
LIGHT "TRAVELS 
ALONG THEM ... 











STORY: RICH MARGOPOULOS / AR' 

?Cl| 

r: RICH CORBEN 
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MEET RICH CORBEN... 

THE MAN BEHIND THIS MADNESS! 




















































